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INFANTILISM 

"T1 You say Forum is “our” magazine, so 
0 I’m going to take you up on that. I've 
never read a single thing about my particular 
fetish, infantilism, in your magazine, so here s 
my opportunity to sound off It seems that the 
only way I’ll get to read about my fetish is if I 
write about it myself. Judging from your mag¬ 
azine, maybe it's "coor to write about things 
like fetishism and homosexuality more than it 
used to be, but infantilism is still a no-no. It 
seems that things people can't identify with, 
they refuse to try and understand 

Ever since I can remember. I loved being 
put into soft, thick white diapers and wearing 
a pair of plastic pants on top. My mother kept 
me in diapers until I was three years old. I wet 
the bed at night, so she kept diapers and 
plastic pants on me to keep me from soiling 
the mattress. Then one day she took me to a 
doctor to find out why I kept wetting the bed 
He found nothing wrong with me except that I 
was spoiled. After that I got a sound spanking 
whenever I wet my bed. 

I didn't wear diapers again until I was grown 
up and out of the house. I bought them very 
surreptitiously, and even though I was 
ashamed of my fetish, I couldn't stop indulg¬ 
ing myself. 

I joined the navy a year after high school 
graduation. When I was stationed in Norfolk, 
Virginia, I met a girl named Beth She was 
standing on the side of the road. Her car had 
broken down, and so I asked her if I could 
help. I got her car started, and as a thank-you, 
she asked me if I would like to come back to 
her place for a sandwich 

I dated her three or four times, and there 
was a certain something about her that I just 
couldn’t put my finger on. Then one day I was 
over her place and I had to use the bathroom 
After I'd finished, I reached for the toilet tis¬ 
sue, but she was out of it. I called to her, 
asking if she had any more, and she said, 
“Yes, under the sink." 

I looked and nearly died There, neatly 
folded, was a pile of adult diapers and a stack 
of plastic pants At that moment, Beth came 
running into the bathroom holding some toilet 
paper When she saw I had discovered her 
secret cache, she burst out in tears and told 
me to leave 


I hugged her close to me and told her not to 
worry, because I was into diapers too. She 
didn’t believe me at first, but after we spoke 
for a while, I changed her mind. After that, we 
lived out our fantasies to the fullest extent. We 
had the most exciting sexual relationship it 
was possible to have. 

We were together for about a year, and then 
I got transferred down to a ship in Florida. 
Beth was going to quit her job and come down 
with me, but then she was killed in a car crash 
I’ve never met anyone to replace her, 
someone who would not only understand me. 
but who shared the same inclinations and 
desires. Are there any other Beths out there? 

Mr. M.S., 
Washington 
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